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D amnedest thing. The other day, my boy came running and shouting to me. ltwasjustaftersup- 
anyway. Mom says that's thedresssheworethenight 
her fiance walked out on her after an argument. I 
guess the old lady expected him to come back, but he 
never did. 
It was one of those summer nights that stay hot 
even after the sun goes down. If anything, it feels 
even more stifling, maybe because of the dark. The 
moon was out. full and orange-colored from the 
humidity. I hid in the lilac bushes looking at the old 
lady on the porch. She was wearing the old, faded 
dress and had a fan in her lap. I don't know why she 
wasn't using it; it was hot enough. But she stared out 
in front of her like she was daydreaming and not 
seeing anything in front of her. 
I was about to go home when I heard a weird 
whirring noise behind her house. I looked over to the 
meadow, and there was a fuzzy light in the air, like 
there was a second moon in the sky. The light got 
brighter until it formed a flying saucer shape. Boy, I 
never thought I'd see one of those. I mean. I hadn't 
really believe in them or anything. I started creeping 
closer to where I thought it'd landed but stopped 
when a whooshing sound came from the UFO. I 
couldn't see clearly through the trees. but I think a 
door opened and something came out. I couldn't see 
it at first. I justcaughtglimpses through the branches. 
Then it came out into the yard. I think it must have 
been wearing a space suit. It was sort of formless It 
had two arms and two legs but otherwise not much 
shape. I watched it walk toward Miss O'Connor's 
house. It walked around it and started up the porch 
steps. Boy, did her old cat take off. It gave a screech 
like it just saw a ghost and ran so fast it was past me 
before I could call his name. Miss O'Connor, though. 
didn't looked frightened at all. In fact, it looked as if 
she was talking to the creature like it as an old friend. 
She looked really happy, and somehow this made her 
look younger. She looked beautiful. the way she 
must have been once. I wanted to call to her, but I was 
afraid of attracting the creature's attention. I had just 
about decided to get Dad when they started off the 
porch arm in arm. 
I ran to get Dad; but when we came back the 
spaceship was gone. Miss O'Connor was gone, too. 
and never came back. Mr. Brown belongs to us now 
and won't go near his old house. 
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We have this old lady for a neighbor. They say she's half crazy. On summer nights when the 
moon is out, she sits on her porch in this old dress 
that's so faded you can hardly tell what color it used 
to be. Some of the trim is town off, but she wears it 
The night was just like that one fifty-seven years ago. The air was warm and heavy with the scent 
of night-blooming flowers. The moonflowers virtual- 
ly glowed in the dark. I sat in the same cane rocking 
chair wearing the same flowered calico dress. I often 
wore that dress. It brought back memories. and my 
life has been nothing but memories since that night 
he left forever. I held the fan in my hand but was not 
using it. This old body is not as bothered by heat as it 
used to be. Mr. Brown, my grayish cat. stalked 
fireflies along the porch railing. He stepped careful- 
ly, avoiding the vines, and took occasional swipes at 
the flying lanterns. He never caught any, of course. It 
was just a game. 
I remembered. He came up the porch steps so 
handsomely dressed in tight pants. a coat with tails, 
and a top hat. Men don't dress so nicely any more. As 
he doffed his hat. I stood up to greet him. But some- 
thing was not right. He was much older. I looked over 
to Mr. Brown. His fur stood straight; and he was back- 
ing away, almost slipping off the railing. I looked 
back at Jack, almost expecting him to have disap- 
peared. He was still there, still looking too old. 
"Charlotte, do you remember me?" 
His voice startled me. I had not expected him to 
speak. Was this not my dream? I stepped back and al- 
most tripped over the chair, but he caught me by the 
hand. He reseated me gently, knelt in front of me, 
and kissed my hand. 
"You're back. I never really expected ... " 
"I'm sorry. My behavior that night was unforgiv- 
able." He held my hand in both of his and looked 
down. 
"You're forgiven. I behaved badly that night. I 
hope you can forgive me." 
"Forgive you?" He looked up at my face. "Of 
course, I forgive you." He seemed to grow younger as 
I looked at him. I thought it had been a dream after 
all, but he spoke again. "Shall we take a stroll in the 
moonlight?" 
"What a lovely, romantic idea." I let him help me 
out of my chair, and we slowly descended the porch 
stairs. 
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per, a heavy sultry night. He's screaming, "Dad, Dad! 
Miss O'Connor's being kidnaped by a creature from 
outer space." 
"Dan, boy, is Halloween early this year?" 
"Dad! You have to come quick." 
"Say what?" 
"Please, Dad, come out; or it'll be too late." 
"All right, son, hold your horses." I'd just made 
myself comfortable on the sofa, but I put my shoes 
back on and put down the paper. "Okay, where is it?" 
I asked, following him outside. 
"Look over there, Dad." He pointed over to the 
trees. I saw a glow beyond them, but when I blinked 
I saw it was only the moon. 
"Son, it's only the moon. 
Get ahold of your imagina- 
tion." 
"Aw, you missed it, 
Dad." He looked dejectedly 
at the ground and kicked at 
a clump of grass. But then 
he suddenly brightened 
again. "ButMissO'Connor- 
- she isn't there any more. 
You know how she always 
sits out on her porch when 
the moon's out. Come and 
see." He started walking 
briskly to her house. 
"Okay, Dan, we'll check 
it out. Maybe she's only in- 
side." We got to Charlotte 
O'Connor's porch; and sure 
'nough, there was no one 
there. 
"See, Dad?" The kid 
was all excited again. 
"Okay, look, she's 
probably inside. If it'll make 
you feel any better, I'll 
knock on her door." The kid 
looked at me without a 
word. He looked real 
solemn, like it was a funeral. 
I knocked and waited. After 
a few minutes, I knocked 
again. We waited some 
more. "Look, she's probab- 
ly hard of hearing. I don't 
think we should go in." 
After I'd said that, I wasn't 
so sure. I really wanted to 
get back home for the "Ed 
Sullivan Show," but that 
was pure selfishness. Some- 
one her age could injure 
herself, and we might be 
the only ones to check on 
her. "Okay, we'll go in and make sure she's okay." 
Dan followed me quietly into the house. 
We looked everywhere, but there was no sign of 
her. We got flashlights and searched outside, but 
there wasn't any sign of her anywhere. Behind the 
trees, the cat was meowing up a storm in a ring of 
mushrooms. If he'd been a dog, l'd've said he was 
baying at the moon. We searched some more the 
next day. We even got some neighbors together to 
help. But we never saw Miss O'Connor again. We 
took Mr. Brown in. Of course, I don't believe that 
story my son told; but ... I'll be damned if I can't 
think of a better explanation. 
